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bugle sounded "Stand to your arms" and I said, "There is something
up then after all". We stood to our arms. It was not daybreak yei
and we waited in the shelter of the 4-gun battery that defended our
division. Our battery was blazing away at the flashes of the Rooshian
guns. This is how we were surprised. There were double sentries
on outlying picket duty that night, one to stand and listen while the
other walked about and warmed himself. Then he took a turn at
listening and the other walked about. When the guard was relieved
at 4 o'clock in the morning one of the sentries reported to a captain
of the 47th that he could hear a noise like the rattling of waggons
coming out of Sebastopol. The sergeant confirmed his report and
added that he could hear also that the wheels were muffled. He said
tie Captain might hear the noise himself if he went down into the
ravine. But the Captain laughed at it and took no notice. These
waggons were the field pieces and ammunition waggons coming
out of Sebastopol to surprise the English and fight the battle of
Inkerman. It was the longest battle fought in the war and lasted all
day from dawn to dusk/
Friday, 13 March
Charles Awdry told a good story which he said the Archdeacon
of Sarum told him. The Archdeacon on a Visitation tour came to a
small upland parish in the diocese of Salisbury. He asked the clerk
how often the Holy Communion was administered in the year.
The clerk stared. 'What did you please to say?' he asked. "The
Holy Communion,' repeated the Archdeacon. ''How often do you
have it in the year?' The clerk still stared open-mouthed in hopeless
bewilderment. At length a suspicion of the Archdeacon's meaning
began to dawn faintly upon him. 'Aw/ he blurted out. 'Aw, we
do never have he. We've got no tackling/
Monday, 16 March
To-day there was a great gathering at Chislehurst of friends of the
exiled Napoleon dynasty to celebrate the coming of age of the
Prince Imperial at the age of 18.
Started for Llysdinam by the 8.30 express.
At Three Cocks we waited some time and I fell into talk with one
of the Bridgwaters of one of the Porthamal fenns who told me about
the elections and how at Talgarth Mr. de Winton of Maesllwch had
been insulted by men kicking round him as a football a rabbit stuffed

